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Litdle Miss Ashford
Has an Adult Rival

66 GINTA MOLSON stood lean-
ing her gracoful arms on the old
fashioned black mantel as she wistfully
watohod the fantastio play of the flames,”
&o.
“Ts it yon, Panl?’ Her voice was “low,”

and of course “ineffably sweet”

It is Paul, the “Dr. Paul” of Ethel
Penman Hope's story. Bot Virginia's
voice is not long, low and inoffably sweek
After n fond first look, or as yon might
say exhalation, she will not again “lift
bher beautiful faoe to his” but stands
“grect and proud” “Psul James!” In
her voieo now is “that note of Molson
pride inherited from generations = of
Molsons before her.”” Pusul pleads for
forgiveness, but Virginin will not yield,
while “the old Molson pride spoke up
within her:"

“Yon broke your word o me, Paul—
I can never trust you again.”

Prul, who is a great surgeon and has
had a trying day at the hospital, has
evidently forgotten the eclove. But the
“dignity of the House of James” now
gets into aetion, and we read that “pride
also spoke to Paul” and 1t 18 he who
now moves away from Virginia, “while
the dignity of the House of James [for
eanturies k seemed conceniraled in
him,” as he says:

“Your tone is harsh, Virginia, and your
words are words of anger. They were
thrust to pierce my heart and they have
not missed their mark. They have
strengthened me well for to-morrow. What
do I need of added stimulant when you
have filled my soul with the wine of your
wrath. * Where is the love that I thought
you bore for me? DPoor fool that T was
to plead for it. What is a woman’s trust
What is a woman's love? Yon do not
love me. Bhe does mot understand what
love is who does not know how to forgivé
Yon do not love me, Virginin.”

Paul's heart, thongh “filled with pride,”
.yet “throbbed wildly” as it wailed for
contradiction. But Virginia throws the
ring into the fireplace, where the flames
are still fantastically leaping, and when
she recovers it the next day, “even the
Molson pride eould not keep the tears
from filling her eyes, and as they blurred
her vision the diamonds shone clearer and
elearer throngh their mist, as in their
flow the ashes in the setting were all
washed away.”

Virginia’s girl friend pleads with her
to forgive Paul. But, “as she drew her-
self up proudly,” she says: “I ean't,
Jeau—I'm too proud.” Virginia, however,
soon calms down a little, and readers
will be betting on “the dignity of the
House of James" as agninst “the Molson
pride,”” when ghe is heard #p®mking thus
sweeily to bher friend: .

“1 need this quiet for o few days.
I want to reconstruet a bit. I want to
look out upon the hills end flelds and .
get the right perspeetive, and into the
glory of the evening sunset and kesp
that glory in my vision when later the
night shadows creep over it all. I want
to let the sunlight of these beautiful days
buarn into my heart,” &e.

Oh, well, a girl who can talk like
that cannot hold out long with all her
Molson pride. Dr. Paul, baving lost
the use of. his right arm through infee-
tion; no doubt brought on by earelessness
due to Virginia's defection, retires to his
beautiful “ancestle hall,” as Daisy Ash-
ford would eall it, hung with “guns,
mats and ancesters,” where he beeomes o
terrible woman haler,

Frankly, here is a story to revel in,
told undshamedly and with filne roman-
tic abandon. The nine year old Miss
Ashford herself could do no better, and
even her famous “proposale” scege, in
which “taking the bull by both horns,
he kissed her violemily on her dainty
face,” is no match for the closing pages
of Dr. Paul.

DR. PAUL. By Emue. Pexsmay Hore
Goorge H. Doran Company.
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QUERRILLS

By Stacy Aumonier

ANEWM.I by one of the most

brilliant and satisfying of mod-
ern English writers. A powerful
story of a well-bred English family.
A Century book. All bookstores,
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Bewell Ford's latest is “Shorty McCabe Gets the Hail.”

HORTY McCABE, he of the pie-
turesque lingo and the slam straight

from the shoulder style of getting there,
bobs up serenely again in Sewell Ford's
new collection of the physical culturist’s
adventures. Eighteen times does Shorty
go to the bat with a tale and each time

_he manages to eause fifteen or twenty miu-

utes to instantaneously disappear. If
you don’t like the Shorty MeCabe school
of fletion you won't be able to abide
Bhorty, for he is a type with a vengeanee
and he remains a type from start to finish.
Blangy, adroit with comical metaphors
and similes, full of what the professors
eall virile Americanisms, but what in the
gippier nomenclature of New York is
known as “pep,” Shorty relates a num-
ber of tales that always-hold the interest
however weak their gitnations may be, It
is the way Shorty talks, the confidential
colloquial manner in which ho clothes his

“argument, that make the stories go.

One may alzo offend Mr, Sewell Ford
by asserting that his character (Shorty,
not Mr. Ford's) is what is known as whole-
some, Bhorty has the big heart, the ev:-
dent desire to help his more helpless deni-
zens of this tough world. Many of the
stories in thia latest volume possess some
war interest and it is worked in with an
admirable restraint from too much flag
waving. Naturally we gather that Shorty
is a patriot but there are no black head-
lines in the presentation.

To select the best from a series of
eightoen stories, all of which are obviounsly
ent from the same bolt of eloth, is both
impertinent and a thankless task. If
you like one of them you will probably
like the other seventeen. They earry no
grave pretensions Lo the higher realms of
literature but they are entertaining and
remarkably easy reading,

SHORTY McCABE GETS THE HAIL. By
BeweLL Foup, Edward J. Cloda.

“Tamburlaine”

HRISTOPHER MARLOWE'S Tom-
burladne the Great is now aeecssible

to amateur dramatic clubs in an excellent
acting version made by Edgar Montillion
Woolley and Stephen Vineent Benét. To
such societies as care to attempt the pro-
duction of so ambitions n play this quaint
looking little volume will be very helpfel;
but in these days when not one profes-
sional actor in a thousand knows the dif-
ference between blank verse and prose,
it is not to be hoped that amatenrs ean be
found who will even attempt to declaim
the magnificent rolling lines of Kit Mar-
Iowe. However, the play is worth pro-
ducing, and perhaps some day lovers of
pure declamation may have the oppor-
tunity of hearing Tamburluine’s magnifi-
cent spoutings on the boards of a theatre.

One ean imagine one of the old timers .

reciting the prologue:

“From figring veins of rhyming mother-
wils,
And such conecits as clownage keeps in

Py,

We'll lead you to the stately tent of war,

Where you sghall hear the Seythian Tam-
burlaine

Threatening the world with high astound-
ing terms,

And seomrging kingdoms with his com~
guering sword,

View but his picture in this tragic glass,
And then appland his fortunes as yen

please.” =

TAMBURLAINE THE GREAT., By
Oumiarories MARLOWE.  Aeting version,

. prepared under the direction of Edgar
Montillion Woolley and Stephen Vineent
Benet. New Hampshire: Yale University
Press.
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" Servant Girls as

Fiction Heroines

By W. B. McCORMICK.
T one period of the history of (he
novel the herses were men of (he
church ; at another they were always mili-
tary men, and we have only pased
through the era when the eaplain of in-
dustry was the leading character in fiction,
These several classes of heroes were
chosen by novel writers as the dominant
figures of their time, and it raises tle
question if the domestic servant girl hus
now become the appealing figure of our
time when, within one week, a revicwer
finds himself with two books to rend,
whose heroines are servant girls, onc 1rish,
one a Seot.

The flrst and most important of those
two heroines is Kale Carmady, whos
sonl's adventures are the chief theme of
The Land They Loved, by Q. D. Cums-
mins, herself an Irishwoman., Kate s a
siperb figure of a woman who after fiva
vears of “living out” in America finds
hergelf hungering so for her native lund,
in its most intimate gense, that she poes
baek to Ireland to the farmhouse where
she was born ‘and where lier hrother lives
with an old woman to keep house for luu,
The land is Kate's greatest passion. Iler
love for it recalls a phase in our fiction of
o decade ago when the “returmn to nature”
movement was in foll swing. That move-
ment always smacked of the artificial to
us; but Miss Camming's story is the finer
and absolutely sineere in that she mukes
her readers feel that her heroine's passion
isgennine. Indeed the first section of 1his
tale, deseribing Kate's return home aud
the spell the land actually cast over ler,
i8 & beantiful and moving pieee of writing.

Moreover, her characters are real pea-
ple, full blooded and passionate, eliargd
with that tragie quality which is the hall
mark of Irish character. No reader, of
course, who does not know the Irish will
appréciate the quality of the speech fll-
ing from the lips of Kate, old Magpyie.
Fugene Turpin snd that picture of re.
pellent old age, Eugene’s father,

From the time when Kate goes up 1o
Dublin to become a household servint
again the finer quality of the story de-
parts. But no one who knows the Irid
will fail to note the deep understanding
Miss Cumming has of her compatriots us
revealed in the scenes in the kilchons
whero Kate is the eook. In picturivg
British types Barre himself has done
nothing. better than the seenc in wlih
Kate plays off one of her two policenn
admirers, against the other. But we e
afraid many readers will think this “co-
mon stuff.” Heigh ho! maybe it is. Yt
how human and profoundly characterist e
after all! The story lifts again with tle
regeneration of Kogene; but Miss Cuni.
mins’s novel rests for its finest achicve-
ment in its opening portion.

The second servant girl heroine is of a

more familiar type, a Scots lassie with un
abundant sense of crisp humor who is ile
chief figure in J. J. Bell's Just Jemina,

The kind of huomor Mr. Bell gave 1o
reading world in Wee MacGreegor hubliles
up continually in the narrative set down
by Jemima Just during the period wiin
she was a housemaid at Seaview, n s-
shore villa where paying guests were 1l
reason for its being. Even in so short
a tale there are moments when the read-r
would wish the bubbling of this luusr
would cease for a while; but on the wh
the tale achieves its mission satisfacior
which was to bring a smile into tl
reader’s eyes and keep it there while roa-
ing Jemima's story.

THE LAND THEY LOVED, By G. D,
Cosaing. Maemillan Company,

JUST JEMIMA. By J. J. Brin, Flen
H. Revell Company.
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At all bookstores
Hlwatrated, $1.65 net

O LOVERS OF ROMANCE AND
THRILLING ADVENTURE —
Follow the racommendation of Rex

Beach, Rupert Hughes, Mary Roberts
Rinehart and leading American reviewers,
and read Katherine Newlin Burt's

THE Branping Iron
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Houghten Mifflin Co.
16 East 40th Street
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